tHife of (Boetbe
" Adelheid: Will you be our enemy and yet expect us t< smile on you ? Go!
'l Weislingen: Adelheid!
"Adelheid: I hate you.
11 Franz: My gracious lord, the bishop wishes to speal with you.
"Adelheid: Go!   Go!
"Franz: He begs you to hasten.
"Adelheid: Go!    Go!
" Weislingen: I will not say good-bye, I shall see yot again."
Another example. Weislingen has been poisoned b] Franz. Franz comes to him and sees him in his misery He utters not a word, but, crushed by a sense of guilt, fall at the feet of his lord.
" Weislingen: Franz, arise and cease weeping. I ma] get up again. While there is life there is hope.
"Franz: You never will.    You must die.
" Weislingen: I must?
"Franz:   Poison!   Poison!    From your wife.    I!   I!'
He runs away and throws himself into the Main. Whei have the deepest soul struggles been portrayed more laconically; when more effectively?
And what a gamut of feelings the poet carries us through Verily, the critic in the Frankfurter Gelehrten Anzeigen was right when he wrote: "From the moment of the siege GJ Gotz's castle your heart will warm to him; you will tremble for him in the tower, among the peasants and the gyps} rabble, you will shed tears over the sun that refreshes hirr in his dying hour, and you will re-echo his cry of ' Freedom freedom!' " But he ought not to have failed to say thai our heart is warm from the moment when Gotz appears anc Georg begs to be taken along to the fight. For it was another tremendous superiority of the play, that it was flooded with a stream of warm blood, such as only the glowing heart of our poet could pour into it.
If we add to all this the great historical background which Goethe has drawn with such wonderful distinctness